Blank Book 


a reply to this world 


it is time | take reply to this world 
and by that | mean to leave 
and, with god, never return 


| didn't realize | was looking at 
something beautiful 


however u may come upon these words, 
know the soft pinecone waits under a firmament of snow 


the person similar to you eats a honeycomb, 
drinks catnip 


sits and listens to the nothing star in her room, 
praying so god won't get lonely 


there is a lot i've Kept out, or decided to change 
but it doesn't really matter 


instead of sharing memes, just imagine 


| will finish this poem later 


streamland 


there was we play/pretend that that world is living earth and us are beings 


while venus and jupiter nearly touching the waiter brings salmon piccata to the garden 
asking behind his visor and mask if salt/pepper were necessary 


not today, i wave, not today where this copy/paste size of material land we sit and dine not 
be here 


untitled 


not killing myself today, 
instead just looking at a painting 


what if a painting is just a thing / something to look at 


how life appears sometimes, 
sitting underneath a tree and feeling something 


confused, smelling a flower 


some dude gave me such a look today 
it fucking killed me straight to the core 
| don't even know what to do about it 


| assume myself appearing to others a fully developed and whole thing 
drinking chamomile tea 5:42AM in my kitchen doing yoga and thinking about the weather 


|, too, believed in many things 
but it did not help me in the way 
in which you may think 


unable to believe anything that is going on with my life right now 
all these many worlds but only for to peer 


does it even matter if anything happens 
aimlessly walking around trying to find food and drink 
unsure if diarrhea 


it seems plausible if everything were the way it was supposed to be then nothing would 
have begun in the first place 


I’m sitting here thinking about what to do 
outside it’s raining and there’s nothing going on 
| hold something about beauty by which | keep to myself 


soon to be happy inside the expanding sun 
but for now looking at videos 


eating chips out of a plastic bag 
while recharging my phone 
and inhaling a blend of fumes 


| felt at a loss so | went away for a while 
but now I'm back and with something of promise 


| go to star walk 

on my phone 

the stars there 

and the moon 

on my screen 

it illumes my face 
my eyes shoulders 
the room behind me 
an animal exploring 
the windowsills 


for most of me is there, 
neverending 


star walk 


| just 

wanted to say 
thankful you, i mean 
thank you, 


and thanks 
for everything, 


and i'm sorry 


poem 


be worry and have calm 


word on the written screen is terrifying me again, time to go back inside, everything else can 
be external 


compartmentalized is aspects of this life, where some things are okay and other things not 
it kind of sucks to be a human now | guess, perhaps our time will finally just fade away 


"oh well, i never had a plan anyway," one thinks drinking a three day old glass of water 
before pouring it into fake flower pot, "maybe I'll just go away," and so one went to the floor 
five or six sets of marbles 


nothing like it to happen again for quite some time is one way to put it, but then, to him, it all 
seemed starting to happen like before, but this time it just wasn't the same 


i've been mostly thinking about what it’s like to be human, u kno... despite it all and, with 
never really leaving my home to begin with, i've seemed to have avoided many affilictions in 
the past 


so why would i step from my doorway towards the stoop as | do now, and go on towards 
the overpass and watch the cars heading east home, receiving blends of fumes now in my 
lungs, just venus and the moon in the grey early evening spectrum of tonight 


"i'm something of a past person to myself," one thinks, "and nobody is seeing what | am 
seeing right now, this, a shooting star, and mostly, everything has been awful and everybody 
has been meaning to come see me, my friend's are planning a trip to canada they assume 
me to still be joining, and barryl wanted to see me again for some reason but i can't get 
myself thinking about it now while sitting in the courtyard so beside myself from other 
people that i barely notice being alone and it's totally killing me" 


as, while, or how the world being the way things are there seems perhaps nothing in the way 
of a problem, one must fill a head with what to look away with 


it must have made me someone else by now, someone i don't have a lot in common with 


am i concerned with the outside world? could i possibly even care? all these things and 
more, those other people, you really start to get a picture of them 


why do i stand and get up for so many things i don't believe in? why can't i just walk away? 


crying tears of laughter 


better check my phone, my girlfriend who just broke up with me might have msged me 


nothing, not a thing, and like helium particle inside the zeppelin, or small hole in the ground | 
am crisscross applesauce between four familiar corners of an anon-type room, smoking 
bong to weed and mouth and everyday my love more so died long ago and leaves me here 
to think about time 


it's interesting to me what happens in the ways they do and for what reasons why despite 
my feeling so dumb to be alive, killing everything just to eat french fries sometimes 


my love of life is so conditional that it makes me wonder what's in conditioner and the 
answer answers itself and like, despite it all | am here, gone from the past, and forever the 
present presents the future 


I'm not trying to be edgy 


but memes, they're all that's real to me 
really, without them, it's over 


my gf broke up w me 
my career removed from the economy 
no one cares of who i am, dear lord 


i'm just a goal, collecting UI 
but between the ads 
is my life 


everybody is talking about how 
bad my poetry Is 


are they just trying to be nice since my girlfriend broke up with me? not that i don't 
appreciate it but i mean, when i look at other relationships mine's not so bad 


| feel mostly a way that the world exists, 
and that i have to be here, 
even though i don’t want to be 


| feel so limited by the real world that it makes me wish i could live in a world of just text and 
like, float around somewhere where no one could call me fat or make fun of my voice or 
something 


and those problems i have with controlling my feelings, 
how i never act the way i should, 
maybe that’ll go away too 


it was over, my life, from how she came, the trail behind leaving a wake of some past 
misconceptions and now it’s like we’re other people, away from all those unsolvable 
dilemmas myself had wanted to suicide over just some days ago 


i have seen worlds from a window, 
and having failed to hold them, 
| mourn all lost presents and pray for more 


poem 


he walks around not realizing that his life is already over, 
but am | that person 


another dream, now I’m just here 
and | don’t know why 


after all of that and now just this, 
| can hardly believe it 


| go to the bathroom to lay down on the foamy bath mat 
for a while, just to be there 


me and everything just going along 
just me and everything except you 


e.g., the light polluted night sky, my dead friends, 
people who don’t like me 


but when | shut the door it’s just like that, I’m all to myself again, 
just alone, but there’s always this thing in me 

that won’t leave me alone and | don’t know what it is 

or how to talk about it, it all escapes me 

to do wild and wondrous things 


poem 


i'm happy so much stuff exists 
or else i'd have nothing to look at 
or nothing to make stuff with 
things to ignore, etc. 


poem 


there are certain images, 
ones which | have found online 
and others need to see 


so many things people need to see 
and it's up to me to show them the picture 


I'm on the hunt for a photograph and | feel 
like | need to show everyone that same picture 


nnhnhnhnhnhhh 


it was the greatest cringe of my life 
trivial but it meaning alot 


like v often the ppl around me are what i blame for who i am, 
think about dead friends and how they could still be living, not me 


on the internet is a meme hosted on a server in duetschland 
| spend a part of myself to read it and just want those seconds back, 


not looking at anything or being anyone 
and unlike a variating tool that sleeps and dreams 


i know i'm something in reprieve from this 
this all i know but my awareness 
it wants to believe to be outside of it somehow 


when she shows me her screen 


i'm so happy w the meme 
having seen it before don't care 
i smile the smile welcoming me 
doesn't matter i seen already 
the meme is really too funny 
thanks for showing me 


So la la about the thing 


| actually accept the reward for people not caring 


then when you're my what is going on in my actual real life, you will know i am nothing inb4 
you 


i'm where yesterday follows today and tomorrow is in the middle 
| can never be thrown but i can be caught and things to lose me are always being sought 
then iam outside and you are outside, this was a moment for real that was universal 


that was when there was my time of thinking about you and wondering things that i was not 
emotionally prepared 


| ask for you now for this that is happening 

where i am here where it's me 

and i am that what is happening to 

you kept what was kept from me my whole life 

then over time you give it to someone who i didn't know i was 
there was a taste of my life discarded by everyday carelessness 


nothing is mine nothing can make me the things i see 


ooem forever 


enter my love do not just go 

the world our love is like this 

you how you you me and me you 
goodbye my life that was past 

| greet whoever you are now for me 
become already everything you are 
that will be what i am to you 


drink what nature runs throughout it 
move the way you remember yourself 
look at your own eyes 

don't be prideful that this life is yours 
enter this god, you were here before 


walking down the street x 


walking around thinkin bout u x 

holding head and shoulders thinking bout u xoxo 
sitting down :) 

dirty iced chai in hands and thinks about you x 
leaving now thinking about you xxx 

interesting be myself 


130,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000 atoms i sit on top 
& think about you Know who x 


| regret not saving ur pics 


now all i have of u is the memory 
sticks that u gave me from ur pc 


so that i could run GTA V online 
without it crashing so much 


but it never worked, 
| never could join ur server 


poem 


I'll do with this poem what 
i was too scared to do w/ you 


but can it change who we are 


i'll try to change this world 
to how things are and what it's done 


i still trouble putting into words 
so i will try doing this poem instead 


Naha on :( 


nvm kmsing myself atm 
g2g somewhere i never go 
inb4 i never go 

inb4 i never even try 

lol - lots of love 


oretty pls 


don't hate me, i'm not airbrush 
i'm not clone tool, i'm not lasso 

| don't know where i fit like a peg 
me, i'm pixelated like a gif 

i'm low frame rate and i clip 

in convo, u make me high latency 
ur afk and i am idk 

ur away status | read invisible 


Lorem losum 


